IChe mofi lamentahle 'Tra^edh ' 

My bactc a tother fide,a my backc,my backe: 

Bcllircw your heart for fending mcabout 
To catchmy death W'ithiaunfingvp and downed 
lu. I faith 1 am forric that thou art not well. 

Sweete iweete,fweetc Nurfe.tellmewhatfaycstny Ioue<' 
N«y. Your louefaieslike an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous,and akind.and a handforae. 

And 1 warrant a vertiious, where is your mother? 

/». Where is my mother, why Ihe is within, where Ihould Ihe 
How odly thoureplieft: ^be? 

Your loue faies like an honeft gentleman,. 

Where is your mother; • 

N*r. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marne come vp I trow. 

Is this the pcultis for my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your meflagesy oar felfe. 

luli. Hercsfuchacoile,comewhatfaiesi?^>«^^e; v'> 

Haueyougotleauetogotolhrifttoday? ■ 'I 

hit I haue. 

Nar. Then high you hence to Frier 
Thereftaiesahusbandtomakeyouawife: , ^ 

Now comes the wanton bloud ypin your cheekes, . 

Thei’le be infcarlet ftraight at any newes; 

Hie you to ChurchjI mull: an other way, 

T o fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft climdc a birds neaft foonc when itis darke 
I am the drudgCjand toile in your delight; 

But you lhall beare the burthen foone at night* 

Go lie to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 

^ /». Hie to high fortiine,honeftNurfe farewell. 

ExmU 


Enter Frier and^omeo. 

Tri. Sofmiletheheauens vpon this holyaff, 
Thatafterhourcs,withforrow chide vs not* 

Rot Amen,amen,butcomewhatforrow can. 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange ofioy 
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c / ^meo and luHet, 

That one Ibortltoinute giues me in her fight: 

Do thou but clofc our hands with holy words* 
Thenloue-dcuouring death doe what he dare. 

It is inough I may but call her mine. ^ ^ 

Fri.Ti hefc violent delights haue violent cndcs^ 

And in their triumph die like fircand powder; 

Which as they kilTc confume. The fwceteft honey 
Is loathfomcin his owne delicioufnelle. 

And in the tafte confoundcs the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo. 

Too fwift arriues as cardie as too flow* 

Enter Iulict« 

Here comes the Lady, Oh fo light a foot 
Will acre wcare outthe euerlafting fimt, 

A loueir may beftride the goffamours. 

That y dies in the wanton fommer ayre. 

And yet not fell, fo light is vanitic. 

In. Good cuen to my ghoftly confellbr* 

Frt, Romeo lhall thankc thee daughter for vs both. 
hit Asmuch to him,clfeis his thanks too much. 

Rot Ah /«/»?, ifthemeafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafonit, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich muficke tongue^ 

Vnfold the imagin’d happinesthat both 
Rcceiucin cither, by this deare encounter* 

/*. Conccitmorcrich inmatcerthenin words. 

Brags of his fubftance , not of ornament, c.' 

They arc but beggers that can count their w or th. 

But my true loue is growme to fucK excellej 
Icannotfumvp fuinof halfctny wealth. 

Fn. Comcjcorae with mc,andwc will malcelbort worked 
T°n I ^ ou fliall not ftay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one^ 

F a 
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